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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

No crauailcr rctumes>puzzels the will, 

And makes vs lather bearc thofe ills we haue> 

Then flic to otticrs that wee know not of* 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards. 

And thus the naciuc hiew of refolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caft of thought* 

And eiKcrprifes of great pitch and moment,: 

With this regard cheircurrcntstucne awry. 

And loofc the name of a6lion. Soft you now. 

The fairc 0/?^(?//V2,Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred; 

Ophe, Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day f 
Ham. I humbly tliankeyou;wdh 
Ophey My Lord,i bauc jremcmbranccs of yours 
That [ haue longcdlongt^ te-ddiuer, 

I pray you no w rcceiue them. 

Ham. No,not I,Incuer;gaucyou ought. 

Ophe* My honor'd LcMrdjyou know right well you did. 

And with them words offo fwcet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more lich/thcir perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe,for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poorc w'hen giuers prooue vnkind. 

There my Lord, 

Ham. Ha,ha,areyou honeft. ; 

Oph, My Lord. ' 

H>r;w. Are you faire? ■ 

Ophe. What mcanes your Lordftiip.^ 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire,youflboufd admit 
po difeourfe to ypuf beauty. 

Oph^ Could b:eauty, my Lord haue better comerce 
Then with honefty:^ - 

H^^^♦Itr^ely,forthc.powcroffeeauty wdll fooner tranfformeho' 

Hefty from what it is to a baude, then the force of honefty can rranf- 
1 ace beauty into his likcneiTc^this was fomeciine a paradox, but now 
the timegiues it pro ^fe,I didioue you once. : 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made me bcleeue fo* 

Ham. You ftiould not haue bclecu d niCjfor vertue cannot fo . 

L cuacuac our oid flock, but we fiaiU rciifli of it : I loaned you not. 
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hoLli. bw ye. I could eerfe .«eeof 
r h tUines that it were better my Mother had not borne mee : 1 am 
nrou^de rtucngefuU, ambitious, with moie cfFences at my ^ckc, 
haue thmichts to put them iD.imaginatio to giuc them fhape, 
?r t meto aft them in:whatftiOu!d fuch fcHowcs as uocraul.ng bc- 
tweere earth and heauen^we are arrant knaues belccue noneo v . 
go eby waies to a Nunry , Whet's your father? 
Op/>e.'Athoiwemy Lord. 
mm. Let the doers be flmt vpon him, ^ • 

That he may play the foolc no where but in s owne houfe. 

Farewell. r y. 

K; m&dMErry.%egi«cth 

marry a^foolc, for wife men know well enough what monfitrs you 

make of them •. to a Nunry goe,and quickly to,fatwc 1. 

Othe. Hcauenly powers reliorc him, 
hCw. 1 haue heard of your paintings well enough, God u«h gu 
uenyouone face, and you make your fe.fes anotber.you gi^, and am- 
ble/andyou lift you Lkname Gods creaturs , and make your w^ 
tonnes ignorance ; goe to, lie no more on t it hath made me m^adde, 
1 fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married already, all 
but one (hal liue,thc reft ftiall keep as they are. to a Nunry go. 

Ofhe. O what a noble mind is heeicotbiw^nc. 

The courciersjfouldiersjfchofcrsjcy^jtongucjlvvord, 
ThVxpe6taticn,and Rofe ot the faire flare, 

The glaffe of taflnion,and ebe mould of forme., 

Tlfobferifd of all obferuers^quicejquitc downc. 

And I of Ladies moft deietl and wretened. 

That fuckt the huny of his mulickc v.owes; 

Now fee what noble and mofl foueraigne reafbn 

Like fweet bells iangled put of cinie,andharfh, 

That vnmaccht forme and flaiure of bio wne youth 

Blafted with extacy.O wo is me ’ 

T’hauc fleae wha.c i haue fecnc,fee what I fee. 
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